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A member of the Governing Body, no doubt,
had come to give alms and justify his conscience.
Ding, dong, ding, dong, how their consciences ring
and swing.

The old witch looked down the road and her
peristalsis and her hatred both achieved, turned
back into her hut, gathering sanctity under perse-
cution, and alms from her persecutors; she was shut
in for the night.

One of the lunatics across the road sent out a yell
into the evening air; and I went home.

But at home there was the monkey, sure enough;
and I got my gun and finished him off.

The bearer brought me a brandy-and-soda on
the verandah before dinner, under the new punka
we have had hung, and I raised his wages.

So do we buy for a little sum the semblance of
peace that is just not enough.

It is so late now that it doesn't seem worth while
going to bed. I shall have a bath and change this
dinner-jacket and go for a walk before breakfast.
I want to see the dawn.
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